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Aha! we know what that means, Hester Prynne! But,
truly, forsooth, I find it hard to believe him the same
man. Many a church-member saw I, walking behind
the music, that has danced in the same measure with
me, when Somebody was fiddler, and, it might be, an
Indian powwow or a Lapland wizard changing hands
with us! That is but a trifle, when a woman knows
the world. But this minister! Couldst thou surely tell,
Hester, whether he was the same man that encountered
thee on the forest-path!"

"Madam, I know not of what you speak,** answered
Hester Prynne, feeling Mistress Hibbins to be of infirm
mind; yet strangely startled and awe-stricken by the
confidence with which she affirmed a personal connec-
tion between so many persons (herself among them)
and the Evil One. "It is not for me to talk lightly of a
learned and pious minister of the Word, like the Rev-
erend Mr. Dimmesdale!"

"Fie, woman, fie!" cried the old lady, shaking her
finger at Hester. "Dost thou think I have been to the
forest so many times, and have yet no skill to judge
who else has been there? Yea; though no leaf of the
wild garlands, which they wore while they danced, be
left in their hair! I know thee, Hester; for I behold the
token. We may all see it in the sunshine; and it glows
like a red flame in the dark. Thou wearest it openly; so
there need be no question about that. But this minis-
ter! Let me tell thee in thine ear! When the Black Man
sees one of his own servants, signed and sealed, so shy
of owning to the bond as is the Reverend Mr. Dimrnes-
dale, he hath a way of ordering matters so that the
mark shall be disclosed in open daylight to the eyes of
all the world! What is it that the minister seeks to hide,
with his hand always over his heart? Ha, Hester
Prynne!'*

"What is it, good Mistress Hibbins?" eagerly asked
little Pearl. "Hast thou seen it?"

"No matter, darling!" responded Mistress Hibbins,